THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

thus introspectively, being a healthy body moving
through scenes of beauty and watching them with
outward eyes.

As I came into Wells under the gate I was glad. I went
to an inn and left my baggage there; and unimpeded
walked across the Close and into the cathedral, looking
again at the strange arch and the great old clock. Then I
went outside again and wandered round the moat which
surrounds the bishop's palace. There is a bell-pull there
which hangs down into the water: it is there for the
disdainful swans to tug on when they feel hungry. The
swan tugs, the bell jangles, the food is forthcoming; and
they have been doing it, father and son, for centuries.
And within the moat there is that old palace, the oldest
massive brick part of which dates from King John.

It was about lunch-time. I wanted lunch, and I
wanted to see the inside of the bishop's palace; and I
thought, though I wasn't quite sure, that the Bishop of
Bath and Wells was a member of my own old College at
Cambridge. He who hesitates is lost. I hesitated and
was lost. And now, unless the bishop, by some incredible
coincidence, happens to read this, I shall never see the
inside of that lovely place, which I conceive to be full of
illuminated missals, chained books, and recumbent,
mitred, effigies in alabaster or marble, removed from the
church by King Henry's order but preserved (since it
was so far from London) by the piety of the priests. The
piety, I may add, was sporadic; the Historical Manu-
scripts Commission published, twenty years ago, volumes
about the clerics of Wells before the Reformation which
contain a good many funny stories, but harmless stories.
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